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Izzy sat relaxing on the soft couch in his hotel room. His hat pulled down low and a cigarette clutched in his 
hand. He closed his eyes, inhaling the smoke for a few seconds before blowing it out his nose. Izzy was 
practically in heaven. The concert wasn't until tomorrow and he had the day all to his self and what better 
way then doing absolutely nothing. He had his guitar on the floor below him if he wanted to play and an 
unopened bottle of vodka lay next to him. There was no way he was moving from this couch. He was too 
comfortable. 


He laid his head back against the soft dark green couch, dropping the cigarette down to the floor. And never 
bothering to stomp it out, so what if the whole hotel burned down? Izzy Stradlin was not moving. The soft 


sound of running water could be heard as Axl took his shower. It was a soothing sound, lulling him to sleep. 


But before he could doze off his body called to him. Izzy really had to take a piss. But freakin’ Axl was still in 

the shower! Izzy slowly stood up and walked towards the bathroom. Maybe if Axl was in a good mood he would 
be kind enough to let Izzy come in and relieve himself. As he got closer Izzy heard the sound of Axl singing, it 
almost sounded like "Sweet Child 0' Mine" but as he got closer he noticed the words had drastically changed. 


"He's got a smile that it seems to me, reminds me of drunken memories, where everything was clear as a 
cloudy sky." Izzy's eye twitched ever so slightly. "He?" He definitely said "he". Wow, but Izzy didn't have to 
wonder about whom Axl was singing about. No matter how hard Izzy had tried to block it out he could never 
really forget the time he had walked in on two certain people's "band practice". And ever since that fateful day 
he never listened to "Welcome to the Jungle" the same way. Who knew that was what Axl really had meant?! 


"Now and then when | see his face he takes me away to our special place and if | stare too long I'll get so 


horny I'll want to die." 

Izzy twitched again, but fortunately for Izzy, he was saved from the chorus by someone roughly grabbing him 
in a hug. "Izzy!" Duff grinned. "I'm so glad | found you! You know you're, like, one of my best friends and, like, I'd 
do anything for you, right?" 

Izzy sighed. "What do you want Duff?" 


"What makes you think | want anything?" 


"Cause | know you and | know that look. And no you can't have my cigarettes!" Izzy said sternly. He loved Duff 


but he always seemed to find some way of cajoling everybody into giving him what he wanted. 


Duff slowly pouted his lips and his brown eyes looked so...vulnerable. And before Izzy knew it he found myself 


muttering. "Alright you can have a couple, ok? 


He flashed Izzy a dazzling smile. "Thank you." He then strode over two the couch and put the whole pack in his 
pocket. Izzy started to protest but stopped when Duff pouted again. Stupid Duff and his freakin’ puppy-pout! 
Izzy thought angrily. 


"He's got eyes that | cannot see cause they're hidden behind his hair." Oh no, Izzy rolled his eyes and Duff 


looked at the bathroom door curiously. Axl had started the second verse. "He likes to watch me dance around 


in my underwear, His arms remind me of a warm safe place where as a child I'd hide, And when he gets out 


his." 
"Is Axl really singing that?" Duff thankfully interrupted before Izzy heard any more. 


"| swear | break down and cry.” 


Izzy nodded and Duff's eyes widened. "Anyways, Duff. | suddenly got a great ideal" Izzy steered Duff away 
from the bathroom door. "I mean your amazing you know that? Just how do you get people to give into your 
every need?" 


"| don't understand Izzy?" 


"Like how | wasn't gonna give you any of my cigarettes but then you gave me that look and | suddenly found 
myself saying ‘yes’. How'd ya do that?" Izzy asked a plan running through his head. 


"| dunno. | just tried to make myself look sad that's all." 


"Well its absolutely brilliant. And so I'm thinking, we need to find Steven!" Izzy grabbed Duff by his jacket and 
dragged him out of the room. Leaving Axl to belt out the chorus in his twisted song. 


"Oh, Sweet Saul of Mine, Oh, Oh, oh sweet Slash of mine." 
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"What is it, Izzy? I'm not understanding you, you want me to what?" asked Duff nervously playing with a few 
strands of his fluffy blond hair. 


"Its very simple. Just walk up to Steven and ask him for his drum sticks," Izzy explained knocking on the door 


that Duff and Steven shared. There wasn't any sound of movement coming from inside. "Hey, weren't you just 


in here, Duff?" 
The bassist shook his head. "Nope. Not me." 
"Oh, | thought you were. Where were you then?" 


Duff eyed Izzy suspiciously before replying with a slight hint of pride. "With a girl, of course." 


"Oh: 


important, just know | was with them 
"Right," Izzy agreed 

"No | was" 

"Im not denying. 


"| know | was." 


"I know you..Ughl..Look just get your key and open the door, ok?" 


"Fine," Duff sniffed. He cast a pitiful glance in Izzy's direction. "No need to get snippy!" He reached into his back 
pocket and produced the hotel key and with another self-righteous sniff unlocked the door. 


Wow, Izzy thought the room he shared with Axl was messy. It was nothing compared to the disaster Steven 
and Duff lived in. Izzy only had to take one step before he clumsily tripped over a cymbal left hidden on the 
floor by a pair of pants. Alcohol bottles, butts of cigarettes, clothes, and used needles lay everywhere. "Ew," 
Izzy moaned as he nearly stepped on a plate of old potato salad and fried chicken. "That's so nasty, man" 

Duff looked over at Izzy with a look of concern but then seeing what had distraught his friend simply laughed. 
"Oh, | was wondering where that went." To bother the rhythm guitarist even more Duff stuck his finger in the 
center of the potato salad and licked it clean. "Hey, Its not too bad. Not too bad at all.” 


Izzy merely rolled his eyes. "Look there's Steven go and ask him." 


Steven lay asleep on his bed fingers clutched protectively around his drumsticks and his blond hair covering his 


face. 
"Why am | asking him this again, Izzy?" 
"Because | just want to see if he'll give them to you." 


Duff cautiously crept over beside the drummer. "But Izzy," he said softly. "He never lets anybody touch them. 


There's no way he'd let me have them." 
"Just ask," the dark haired guitarist urged. 


The tall blond sighed heavily and began to poke the sleeping Steven "Hey! Hey, Steven!" Duff hissed. "Steven, 


Wake up! C'mon, man get up!" 
Steven moaned and rolled over away from the persistent finger on his side. "No, go away..l'm... in.bed" 
"| need to ask you something, its important." 


The drummer sat of blinking several times and he leaned his head against Duff's shoulder. "What," he paused 
to yawn. "What is it?" 


"Well, | want."Duff glanced up at Izzy, who nodded for him to continue. "Can | ask you a favor?" 


Steven closed his eyes and clutched Duff's arm with one hand. "Go ahead" 


"Could | borrow your drumsticks?" 


Steven's eyes flew open. What kind of a favor was that?! "No! Duff you can't! | need them!" He sprang to the 
other side of the bed, the drumsticks clutched forcefully against his chest. "| need them" 


Duff crawled over to Steven, his chocolate brown eyes huge and those pale pink lips in a most delicious pout. 


"Please," he pleaded. His bottom lip started to quiver. "Just for a little bit” 


Time seemed to slow down and Steven found himself struck mute. He nodded and in a surreal moment handed 
his favorite drumsticks over to the irresistible man in front of him. He just couldn't say no. Not to Duff. Not 
when he looked like that. Steven only hoped Duff didn't ask for anything else, he was pretty sure Duff could 
get him to do anything. 


With the treasures now safely in Duff's possession he proudly showed them off to Izzy. "Wow, Izzy it worked! 
It really did! | thought it wouldn't but you were so right!" He hugged them close. "Like remember the time 
Slash accidentally picked one of them up and Steven nearly tore his arm off! | thought that would be mel" His 


eyes shone bright as he did a rather ungraceful victory dance. 


So Izzy had been right. Steven couldn't deny Duff. An evil grin passed across Izzy's face. Perhaps Steven wasn't 
the only one, maybe it would work on a certain someone else too. "Alright Duff hand ‘em back to Steven we 
got another person to try this on" Izzy marched out of the room with an evil laugh, but not before tripping 
on an empty bottle of vodka. 


Duff reluctantly gave the drum sticks back to their bewildered owner with a pat on the head and followed Izzy 
out. He paused and eyed a pile of dirty shirts on the floor. With a happy cry he bent over to retrieve a full 
pack of cigarettes hidden among the dirty laundry. "There you are!" He cackled happily. "Didn't need to have the 


others from lzzy after all." 


Steven flopped back down on the bed with his drumsticks carefully pressed up against him and went back to 
sleep. 
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"No, Izzy. You know this is impossible. | mean Steven and the drumsticks is one thing, but this? Itll never 
happen!" Duff whined as he and Izzy ran down the hallway. 


"C'mon, look there he is he's leaving his room go ask him." Izzy pushed Duff in front of him. "Trust me. He 


won't say no." 
The bassist shoved his hands in his pocket and called out. "Slash! Cmere | need to ask you a question!" 


The curly haired guitarist whirled around shutting his hotel room behind him. "Oh, Hey Duff. Hey, Izzy. What's 
up with you?" 


Duff bounded up beside his friend, his blonde hair flopping wildly and the biggest smile on his face. Slash just 
couldn't help but smile back, it was contagious. Duff was too cute. He was like some sort of gigantic puppy, or 
something. 

"Slash, You know | love you, right?" 

"Yeah, Love you too, Duff" 

"Well, | need something from you." 

Slash nodded. "Yeah sure thing, but can it wait? | kinda have to go somewhere right now." 

Duff's face scrunched up in puzzlement. "Where are ya going?" 


"Band practice," the guitarist said nonchalantly. 


Duff's eyes grew as wide as saucers. "Oh, No! We have band practice? | didn't know! Quick we have to hurry 
and get my bass! Go wake Steven! Go get your guitar, Izzy!" He frantically grabbed Slash. "Why didn't | knowl?" 


Izzy stared curiously at Slash who he could have sworn had blushed. "Well, the thing is Duff," Slash put his 
hand on Duff's shoulder to calm down the hyperventilating bassist. "Um.Axl just needed to see me. You know 
just some lead guitar type thingy. Uh..yeah just us two." 


A laugh escaped Izzy before he could help himself. Band practice? Oh, yeah some Band practice! 


Duff had started breathing again. "Oh, ok. If you need us we'll be around" The real idea behind their "band 
practice" failing to register in the blonde's mind. 


Izzy nudged Duff in the ribs. "Hey, Slash the favor is really small so please?" 

"Fine," Slash sighed fidgeting against the wall. "Just hurry up. | don't want to keep Axl waiting” 

Izzy's eye twitched 

‘Slash. Please? Please? Please can | have a bottle of Jack Daniels?" 

A dark shadow seemed to pass over Slash's face. "Is this some kind of sick joke? You can't get your own?" 
Duff started to pout. "But | want yours’ 

"| dontt have any" 


"Then what's that in your coat?" 


The curly hair covered the better part of Slash's face but Duf was pretty sure he was being glared at. The 
guitarist slowly pulled out an unopened bottle of JD from his pocket and hugged it tightly. "No, " he hissed 
quietly. "It's mine." 


Duff's lips trembled and his dark eyes started to tear. A look of longing etched across his face. "Slash, | want 
it" 


Slash tried to keep the bottle close to him and closed his eyes trying to block out the heartbreaking look his 


"Slash," the gentle voice pleaded. 


He looks so sad! Slash gritted his teeth and with a lot of effort gave his beloved bottle over to Duff. Stupid 
Puppy! But the look of complete joy on Duff's face was enough to make him feel a little better, now if only he 
could get to his ‘band practice’. That always made him feel good. 
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A few minutes later... 
The two friends finished of the bottle feeling like kings. They were both lying on Duff's bed since Izzy knew 
that Axl and Slash were rather..well..occupied in his room. Good old Steven snored quietly in the bed next to 


them. "That was so cooll" Duff shouted for about the thousandth time. "I can't believe he actually gave it to 
us! Wasn't that great Izzy!" 


Izzy nodded, sucking up the last precious drops before discarding the bottle on to the floor. He felt happy, 
really happy, never thought Duff could be so useful. They'd have to try this more often "But you know, Duff, 
" Izzy began, the evil smirk reappearing on his face. "We didn't try the biggest test of all. Want to really prove 
if you're truly irresistible?" 

"How do we do that?" 


Izzy's dark eyes glittered with excitement. "You have to ask Axl to borrow Slash!" 


"| don't know how that..." But then the proverbial light when on in Duff's head. "Oh, no Izzy | can't! I'm not like 
that!" 


"You don't have to do anything. Just get him to agree with you." 
"l'm not so sure that's a good idea." 


"Oh, C'mon Duff." 


Duff stared at the ceiling thoughtfully before slowly nodding his head. "Sure why not” 
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"But now that we're here. Maybe we shouldn't," Duff nervously whispered as he and Izzy stood outside the 


hotel room 

"Just go on’ 

"He'll kill mel" the taller man whined leaning his head against Izzy's shoulder. "im too young and beautiful to die. 
"He won't kill you, the worst thing he'll do is say no. 

Duff let out a pitiful sigh and knocked on the door he then retreated and crouched behind Izzy. 


The door was opened several minutes later Axl clad only in a pair of black leather pants. Izzy shuddered but 


tried not to dwell too much on the mental pictures his mind conjured up. 


"Well, hey, Axl," Duff grinned. The red headed front man glared at his band mates without speaking. "Well, Axl, 


Can | ask you an important question?" 


The door was opened slightly behind Axl and Izzy could see that Slash was shirtless on his bed. His bed! They 


could at least have the courtesy to keep themselves on Axl's bed That is so wrong! 
"What do you guys want, l'm..busy at the moment." 
"Yeah..| know..but.um..| need.can |?..uh." Duf trailed off and stared at the floor. 


"You're so ridiculous! You called me out for this? | have work to do. Slash and | were making...beautiful music 


together." 
Izzy couldn't help himself. He burst into laughter and couldn't stop. Oh, that was priceless! Could they be 
anymore obvious?! Tears rolled down Izzy's cheeks and he clutched his side. Beautiful music? Why not just 


announce to the world what they were doingl? 


Axl, however was not amused at Izzy's hysterics. He gave his rhythm guitarist a murderous look. "Izzy? | got 


Izzy gasped and fell immediately silent. His eye twitched rapidly. Bad..memories... 


Meanwhile, Duff had gathered his courage and looked Axl eye to eye. "Axl, | want to borrow Slash." 


Axl raised an eyebrow. "What?" 

"You heard me, can | have Slash for a little while?" 

"Now?" 

"Yog" 

Axl lips curled in a snarl. "You're serious?" 

The bassist grinned sheepishly. "Well, yeah." 

"No." 

"Please?" 

"No. We're in the middle of..band practice, Duff." Axl rubbed the bridge of his nose. "Maybe later" 
| need him now," Duff's deep voice reached a high pitched whine. "Please, Axl?" 

Slash had not gone near the door but lzzy guessed he was still on the bed listening to the entire conversation. 
"Axl." Duff's lips formed his patented pout. 

"No." 

"Axl, Please?" Now the lower lip started to quiver. 

"Go away!" 


"| need him." Now those two beautiful orbs filled with tears. 


Two huge crystal droplets of water spilled over Duff's smooth cheeks. "Please? Axl?" 
In a sudden fury, Axl growled and whirled around, disappearing inside the room. 
"Wow, that didn't work." Izzy gasped. "Amazing." 

"Well, | guess I'm not that- 


Before Duff had finished the door opened and a half-dressed Slash was rudely shoved out. 


"Spoke too soon" Slash scratched his head and smiled awkwardly at Duff. "Man, | would have never guessed 
that you were..'Slash trailed off and stared at the floor. 


Duff was speechless. He never knew he had this kind of power. He wondered who else he could try his on. With 
a triumphant look on his face he strutted away with Izzy close behind. He truly was irresistible! 


Slash sighed and turned around to knock on the door. A surprised Axl opened it. "I thought Duff wanted you" 
"Guess not" 

"Im sorry he just looked so..." 

"| know | can't deny him anything either." Slash leaned on the doorway. "So, now what?" 


"Well," Axl shot Slash an impish grin and crawled on to his bed. "You know I'm having trouble with the song 
‘Anything Goes’, do you think you can help me get the kinks out of it?" 


Slash laughed and shut the door. "Oh, Absolutely." 


